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he was trying so hard and with such singular lack of success to
banish from his thoughts.

Maud, too, had longed to be alone, away from everyone, away
from her husband. She would have repudiated with sincere indig-
nation the idea that she had followed Delacey, but, undeniably, she
had seen him wander off by himself, she could not help knowing
that her husband, confident that his rival was safely out of the way
(as he thought) for the time being, had seized the opportunity to
follow the example of the others and get a little much-needed sleep:
and at least there was only one track leading away from their tem-
porary resting place. In any case, consciously or unconsciously or
sub-consciously, here she was almost in her lover's arms.

Entirely in her lover's arms. For Delacey, that quick thinker, after
one instant of amazement at this entirely unexpected answer to his
prayers, wasted no time and no words. He gathered her to him,
kissing hair and eyes and lips and, instinctively, she clung to him,
returning kiss for kiss, primitive woman instead of prim Victorian
maiden.

But only for a moment. Conscience reawoke. Conventionality
returned. She tried to push him away. Quite uselessly; he only held
her closer, with a little glad laugh.

" Oh, no, I've got you now."

" Oh, Rupert," breathlessly, " but you mustn't. You know you
mustn't. Oh, please don't, you're hurting me."

A statement which, incidentally, was entirely untrue, since all of
her, save her conscience, was enjoying every second of it: and
entirely ignored.

" Mustn't, mustn't," he mimicked between bewildering kisses.
" And why not? I love you, alannah, and you love me. You can't
deny it."

No, she could not deny it; she fell back on her second line of
defence. "But I'm married."

" Fine sort of marriage. And if you were married fifty times
over, you'd still belong to me. Because you love me."

Resistance crumbled. "Yes, I love you." Revived again. "But
it's no good, I'm married. Can't you see------"

He could not see and said so at considerable length, still holding
her close in his arms. Oh, if only he would let her go! How could
she argue with him, how could she even think of anything save his
nearness? And she did not want to be released. Words filtered
through into her bemused brain.

"... as soon as the war's over I'm going to take you with me,
darling, my little darling. And you'll come, won't you, Maud?"

He held her a moment at arm's length, the better to read her face..